54                          Egloga

Thy lufly yewes, with many a lam,

Lo: whear they wayt on the,
Thynke not vpon that curfed face,

that makes the thus her flaue
But well regard the pleafaunt lyfe,

that here thou feeft me haue,
Whan I long tyme a go, did feale,

the flames of Cupids fyre,
Thefe meanes Lo thou I practifed,

to cure my fond defyre.
I fyrfl wayed with my felfe,

How fond a thyng it feamd,
To let my heart lye there in chaynes,

where I was nought efleamd.
And how with flames I burnt for her,

that paffed nought for me,
And how, thefe eyes encreafl my harmes

that fyrfl her face did fe,
With penfyfe heart full fraight with thoughts;

I fled from thence away,
And though that Loue bad tourne my fteppes,

yet wold I neuer Hay,
But from that foule infectyue ayer,

wher firft I tooke my fore,
I hyed in haft, and fhund the place,

to fe for euer more.
Eache letter that I had receyued

from her, I call away,
And tokens all, I threw them down,

to my no fmall dyfmay.
Then bufyed I my felfe in thyngs

that myght me moile delyght,
And fought the chiefft means I could,

to helpe my weryed fpryght
Somtyme I wold behold the fyelds,

and Hylles that thou dofte fe,
Somtime I wold betraye the Byrds,

that lyght on lymed tree,
Efpecially in Shepflare tyme,

when thicke in flockes they flye,